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The Wagon Boy 
OF THE SOUTH. 


One clear wintry Satur-’ 


day, Rictiard Edwards recei- 
ved the reward of attentive 
study, and amiable deport- 
ment, by accompanying his 
Father on a hunting excur- 
sion. They were unsuccess- 
ful, but comforted themselves 
with the jokes, which good 
hatured sportsmen make on 
éach other, when they re- 
turn from the chase empty- 
handed: 

Fhey were a mile from 
the New Bridge Ferry, a 
tame which is an unfortu- 
wate mis-nomer, since the 
bridge has been’ prostrate 
ymiore than’ adozen years. 
They had taken! a short cut 
through the pine trees, and 
Were urging their horses, lest. 





the Team Boat should have | 


made its last turn, when 
Richara called, “Stop, Fa- 
ther, I hear the sound ofdis- 
tress ?? Mr. Edwards reined 
in his horse; and listened. 
“I perceive. nothing,” said 
he, “bit these wild forest 
birds; that gather at ight 
fall: But hark! So, Pid 
down boy,” continued he to 
a hound, which was leaping 
up at his side. 

_& wild. but childlike sob 
of agony burst distinctly on 
their ears. “We must look 
into this, Richard,” said his 
Father, and. starting in the 
diréctionof thesound, he was 


- followed by his son. 


As they rode over the un- 
cleared space, they heard, 
at intervals, the same cry, 
and they were soon, near 
enough to perceive the ob- 
ject of their search. In one 
of the turn-out’s, as they are 
sometimes called, 
through the woods by wag- 


}oners, when the main road 


is cut up by heavy wheels, 
they perceived the team of 


made * 





a countryman, and a sad 
sight met their view: Ex. 
tended on the ground, with 
the cold, stein countetiance 
of death, lay a man; and a 
he of about fifteen was 
cneelitig on oné side of iim 
with his head resting on his 
silent breast,. sobbing as if 


| his héart would break; while 


tiis dog stood looking wist- 
fully at both, as if he knew 
the sufferings of one and the 
helplessness of the other. 

, At the sound of footsteps 
the youth sprafg up. “Sir,” 
he cried, “can you save my 
father? Can any thing save 
hiro?’ Mr Edwards alighted 
from his horse, and ap- 
proached the body. It had 
all the marks of death ; the 
cold a shrunk countes 
nance, the appalling repose 
of mortality,” b ref of omy 


The eyés of the youth bright. 


ened with intense hope as. 
Mr. Edwards’ felt the breast 
and pulsé of the decéased: 


There was no answ 
sympathy in his look. He 
shook his head mournfully,’ 
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and said, “my poor fellow.” 

The Wagon Boy threw 
himself again on the bedy of 
his father, and gave that ery 
of deep and wailing ‘sorrow, 
that God allows to the crow- 
ded heart to keep it from 
breaking, 

The coid wind, swept by 
with a wintry gust, and 
seemed faintiy to echo his 
subsiding moan. 

Richard took his hand. 
“We will try to comfort you, 
my poor lad,” said he. ‘Fa- 
ther, shall he go home with 
us 1” | 

“What! leave him? said 
the Wagon boy, clinging to 
his father, while a deep 
shuddering shook his frame. 
' €No,” said Mr Edwards 
gently, “you shall not leave 
him, but would it notrelieve 
your mind to see him laid in 
A decent grave ?” 

Mr. Edwards had touched 
the string that finds anan- 
swering chordinevery heart. 
The Wagon boy silently rose, 
passed his arm across his 
eyes, from which the large 
tears still rolled, and assis- 
ted by Mr. Edwards, placed 
the body on the wagon. 

The sad __ procession 
moved along, and reached 
the ferry boat, in time to 
pass to town. | 


Mr. Edwards was affluent 
and generous. 
the Wagon Boy in appropri- 
we garments the following 
day, and walked with Rich- 
ard, to see the poor youth 
deposit his only relation in 
the tomb. His faithful dog 
mutely followed, and when 
the Wagon Boy retumed 


He clothed 





from that mournful scene, 
he laid himself down by the 
side of the poor britte, aud 
throwing hs arms arcund 
the animal hid his swollen 
eyes upon him, as ifhe only 
could understand his feel- 
ings, . 

For many days they tried 
to comfort him-in vain, for 
religious ‘emotions were 
new to him, but when 
Mr, Edwards explained to 
him “the resurrection and 
the life,” and Richard read 
to him those sublime and 
touching portionsof scripture 
which tel! us that “afflictions 
are not of the dust,” and that 
“the Lord loveth whom he 
chasteneth,” the Wagon Boy 
was comforted. He returned 
to his native scenes, sad but 
peaceful, and Richard was 
taught a reliance on Provi- 
dence, that was often re- 
newed when he rode by 
the spot, where the cry of 
the Wagon Boy first pierced 
his ear, ie 








For my Veungest 
Readers, 
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We have a new born 
sister. How small she 
is, what a mite of a hand! 
Feel her soft head. She 
does not open her eves 
to smile on me. Will 
she know me, mama? 
May I rock her cradle, 
and sing to her? Will 
she love me ? Take care, 
nurse, do not hurt my 
little sister. Here, ba- 
by, are some nice sugar 
plums. No, no, do not 
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give her sugar plums, 
They will Shoke her; 
wait untilthe baby learns 
how toeat. What shall 
we call our dear little 
baby? “I will tell you, 
mama. Call her name 
Emily, because my name 
is John, and Emily and 
John are together jn the 
first Rose Bud.”* 


*A fact. 
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DIFFERENT SIZES 
OF BOOKS. 


~ We presume that most 
young persons, and perliaps 
some others, are often puz- 
zled at certain figures and 
abbreviations, used by prin- 
ters to denote the different 
sizes of books, printed in 4to, 
8vo, 12mo.&c. Perhaps an 
explanation of these terms 
wauld be acceptable to our 
readers. First, then, a large 
oblong sheet of paper is 
called folio, and when a 
book is printed of this size, 
it is said to be done in folio, 
An ordinary newspaper is 
of this description. If the 
folio is folded once ,it becomes 
a quarto, ora sheet with 
four leaves which are square 
like a common Family Bible. 
The abbreviation of quarto 
is 4to. Again, folding over 
the quarto sheet once, we 
obtain the octavo, or eight 
leaved sheet, Books of a 
pretty large size, ‘ike Ram- 
say’s History of South Caro- 
lina, are printed on thissheer. 
It is this we are to under- 
stand by 8vo. ~If the sheet 
is folded in such a manner 
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as to make twelve leaves, it 
is called duodecimo, or 12mo. 
Most novels, school books 
&c. are duodecimos, Lastly, 
if the sheet is folded so as to 
contain eighteen leaves, it is 
ealled.18mo, that is, octavo 
decimo, which. is the Latin 
for eighteenth. 

We advise young people 
to fold a newspaper accord- 
ing to the above explanations 
until they become familiar 
with the terms. They will 
find that their Rose Bud is 
printed on the Octayo size, 
and the reason why it is 
larger than the leaves of an 
octavo book, is, that the 
sheet employed for printed 
books, is much smaller than 
that. for newspapers, 

a 








Foreign. 

‘Sir Walter Scott, one of 
the greatest Literary Charac- 
ters inthe world, who wrote 
the tales of a Grandfather 
which is so much read in 
schuols, died on the 22nd 
Sept. John Lockhart,. the 
boy for whom the books were 
Written, died before him. 

SPAIN. 

It is said that Ferdinand 
VII. king of Spain, is dead. 
His character was scarcely 
more amiable than that of 


his Portuguese neighbour, - 


Don Miguel. He was un- 
fortunate in havipg a mother 
who “bated him.” How can 
crowns or kingdoms: repay 
us fora mother’s love! He 
married three times. His 
last marriage was in 1829, 
to Maria Christina, daughter 
of the King ofthe two Sici- 
les. The two Sicilies, are 
the Island of Sicily, which 
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7 





you will see on your map 
South West of Italy, and Na- 
pies which is in the southern 
part of Italy. Both together 
are ca‘led the Kingdom of 
Naples. 

In 1830, the king had a 
daughter. Before that time, 
females were not allowed to 
be Queens of Spain: but in 
April 1830, he decreed that 
they should succeed to 
the throne. We do not yet 
know the name of the young 
Queen. She is but two years 
old, and like Dona Maria 
will probably be brought up 
amidst war. 
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Communication. 
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Cornelia was asweet little 
girl; she was affectionate 
and obedient—She had four 
sisters, who loved her dearly. 
She was four years old, but 
loved to learn, and could re- 
peat some pretty hymns, and 
and at night after she went 
to bed and the candle was 
put out, she would say them 
over and over until she fell 
asleep. Once her father 
and Mother went away; then 
Cornelia stayed with a lady 
who loved her. At first she 
cried, and wanted to go after 
them, but when she saw 
some beautiful little guinea 
pigs, she played with them. 
Oneday she said to the lady, 
“our baby lies in the grave 
yard, under the pine trees; 
the next time you come to 
our house, I will show you 
where she is.” Aftera week 
her dear parents came home, 
and Cornelia was so glad 
when she heard it,she would 
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scarcely wait to put on her 
bonnet. But where do you 
think she is now 7 In heaven! 
She was very sick, and then 
God took her to himself, and 
the next time the lady went 
to her father’s, she saw dear 
little Cornetia’s body laid 
by the baby, under the dark 
pines.” Now I want you all 
to be good, that when God 
takes you away you may go 
to Heaven and see Cornelia, 
and all the other good chil- 
dren, and that dear Saviour, 
who was once on the earth, 
and took up these little ones 
in his arms and blessed them, 








Savannah, ~ M. W. H. 
Saturday Reflections. 





Youth, you must pray— 
Do not give this duty upto 
others. Pray once, and you 
will love to pray agair. 
Think what your wants are. 
Have you any friends for 
God to bless ? pray for them, 
Have you any difficulties to 
conquer ? Pray for assistance. 
Have you any faults of tem- 
per, of manners, of heart ? 
Pray that they may be con- 
quered, and while you seek 
the aid of God, you will find 
a new strength come over 
you, and you will be serene 
and happy. 





Anecdote, 


A little girl of Charleston 
said to her parents, “when 
I am angry I count ten, and 
by-the time I have finished 
counting, I think of my little 
dead sister, and am not an- 
gry any more.” 
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— ORTBUTAL POBERY. 
GE WO. 


Fis evening, and the skies 
With starry lights are spread, | 
How very fair the moonbeams rise, 
And silver radiance shed, 








1 will setire to rest, 
*Neath nature’s lovely eye, _ 
And feel my nightly vision blest, 
For God is. watching by, 


And if the wing of death, 
Sheuld sweep o’er my repose, 
Resign’d, I’ll yield to him my breath, 
And rise; ad Jesus rose. Cc. @. 


SNA BOLBDs - 

[We recognise with pleasure the graceful and 
fiatural genius 6f'a lady, a nitive of Charlestori, 
in the following affecting verses. We are. 
, grateful that our city is still free from the alar- 
ming pestilence to which the poem refers, al- 
though it has prevailedon a-neighboring Ish 
and. | 

FROM THR MISSOURI REPUBLICAN. 
CHOLERA: 
- The reason why we should not fear. 
“Mother, what did my father say 
About the Cholera’s being here? 
Such numbers dying in a day, 
How could he tell us not to fear? 
I’m suteé lie could not be sincere, 
In saying we must be of cheer !” 





“My Love! Papa is always right, 

And told us what he knew was. true— 
You did not comprehend him quite 

As well, perhaps, as you might do,-- 
Listen, and.I will render clear 
The reason why you should not fear. 


“Once there arose @ dreadful storm _ 
Of thunder loud—and wirid—and rain 
With vivid ligitaings, quick and warin,. 
Flashing afar o’er land and main:—~ 
And roaring billows wildly tast 
A gallant ship, which left our coast. 


Away she rolled— now low—then high— 
Down—down between the parted waves, 








Then towering on them to the sky;— 

The sailors thought upou their graves,— 
And the bold Captain's wife was there, - 
Wringing her hands in dark despair. 


“Fie saw her grief,—and sternly drew. 
His sword from out ité sheath, 

Pretending as he near her flew, 

_. That she should die beneath ;—~ 

But list’ning to His threat’ninigs gay, 

She smiled and calmly turned away !—~ 


“What! fearest thou not,” the Captain oied, 
“This dreadful sword and me?” ° 
“Ohi no,” the gentle wife replied; 
“Not while ’tis held by thee ! 
My husband’s love too long I’ve known 
To dread 4 passing, trinsient frown!— 
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“And know’st thou not the winds and waren- 
The tenipest’s wrath-~and each 

Wild blast around ourship that raves, 
A better faith might teach ? 

They by a stronger hand ate lield? 

And see !—our God the storm has quelled.” 


Oh, Mother, now I understand!— 
The Cholera’s like that storm ;— 
The sword held by the Captain’s hand 
His wife could riot altirm ;— 
Arid God, who quelled thetempest’s wrath, 
Will also guide the Cliolera’s path !” 


Yes, dearest! God this scourge has sent 
For purposes udknown !— 
We feel his wisdem—bow content, 
And his vast mysteries own, 
Convinced that while His guardian care 
Pervades all space; we need not fear \— 
St. Louis, Outober 16, 1832, . MOINA, 


ANECDOTE : 


A Seth eh ert Sten, 4 
wort ech ta te heroes ore 
to say “a4 ‘her , when Ane 
came to such words as 
rips Demosthenes, Ale 
Agrippa, and Xantippe, wisth-theliih ts 
English Reader, “Never mind, my little deen, ; 
pint raat babk atl 
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*, * An interesting Obituary notice i 
avoidably emitted antal neat week, ——_ 





